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I couldn't believe the nerve of our group members. Here we were, Lila Chen and I, stuck in the library while the rest of the campus was buzzing with excitement over the big game. The roar of the crowd from the nearby football stadium was a constant reminder of what we were missing out on. But Lila and I had a different priority—a group project that was due in a week, and our so-called partners had decided to skip the meeting for the game.

"This is ridiculous," Lila huffed, slamming her textbook shut. Her round, expressive eyes narrowed behind her rectangular glasses, which had slid down her nose, a sure sign of her frustration. Lila was an Asian plus-sized beauty, with soft curves that filled out her oversized sweater and leggings. Her long, black hair was tied in a messy bun, a few strands framing her face and accentuating her warm, almond-shaped eyes. "We're doing the work of four people. It's not fair."

I nodded in agreement, my thick-rimmed glasses slipping further down my nose as I leaned forward. I was a tall, lanky African-American with a lean frame and close-cropped hair. My dark skin stood out in contrast to my faded jeans and a t-shirt featuring my favorite comic book hero. "I know, but at least we don't have to worry about them messing up their parts. They've been slacking all semester."

Lila sighed, her full lips forming a pout. "I guess you're right. I just hate the idea of doing all the work while they're out having fun." She bit her lip, a nervous habit I'd noticed before. "I mean, don't you ever feel like you're missing out on the whole college experience?"

Her question caught me off guard. I had always been content with my quiet life, buried in books and comics. But as I looked at Lila, I realized we shared more than just a project. We were both premed students, driven by our passions and a desire to make a difference. And in that moment, I understood her frustration.

"Yeah, I guess I do," I admitted, my voice soft. "I mean, I know we're here to study, but sometimes I wonder if I should be doing more. You know, experiencing the social side of college."

Lila's eyes lit up, and she leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Like what? Parties? Dating? Losing our virginity?" Her cheeks flushed at her bold statement, and she quickly added, "I mean, not that I'm interested in any of that. I just—I've always imagined college as a time for exploration and adventure."

My heart skipped a beat at her words. I had never thought of Lila in that way, but now, with her sitting so close, her scent—a mix of lavender and vanilla—filling my senses, I felt a stirring in my loins. I cleared my throat, trying to keep my voice steady. "I know what you mean. I've always wanted to experience those things too. But with our workload, it's hard to find the time."

"Exactly!" Lila exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with a newfound determination. "But what if we made time? Just for fun, you know? No strings attached." She paused, biting her lip again, and then blurted out, "What if we hooked up? Just once, to get it out of our systems."

My breath caught in my throat. I had never imagined Lila as anything more than a friend and study partner, but her suggestion sent a rush of desire through my body. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "You mean, like, have sex?"

Lila nodded, her face now flushed a deep crimson. "Yeah. I mean, we're both adults, and we're attracted to each other, right?" She gestured between us, her hand fluttering nervously. "It's not like we'd be doing anything wrong. And it would be a way to, you know, experience college life."

I couldn't deny the attraction I felt for Lila. Her intelligence, kindness, and passion had always drawn me to her, and now, with her proposition hanging in the air, I found myself wanting her more than I'd ever wanted anything.

"Okay," I said, my voice hoarse with desire. "Let's do it. I mean, why not? We're both consenting adults, and it's not like we have to tell anyone."

Lila's eyes widened, and a smile spread across her face, transforming her from a studious classmate to a vixen right before my eyes. "Really? You'd do that for me?"

"For us," I corrected, standing up and offering her my hand. "Let's go to my place. It's closer, and my roommates are out of town for the weekend."

Lila took my hand, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through my body. As we walked out of the library, the warm afternoon sun caressed our skin, and I felt a sense of anticipation building within me. We hurried across the bustling campus, our hands still clasped together, as if we were afraid to let go.

My apartment was a short walk away, and as we entered, I closed the door behind us, sealing our private world. The space was modest, with a small living room and a kitchenette. I gestured towards the bedroom, my heart pounding in my chest. "This way."

Lila followed me, her eyes darting around the room as if taking in every detail. I felt self-conscious, wondering if she was judging my humble abode, but her expression soon softened, and she smiled. "It's cozy," she said, her voice husky.

I nodded, unable to speak as I stood before her, my body suddenly feeling awkward and gangly. Lila took a step towards me, her eyes never leaving mine. She reached up and gently removed my glasses, setting them on the bedside table. Then, with a surprising surge of confidence, she stood on her tiptoes and pressed her lips against mine.

The kiss was gentle at first, a soft exploration of lips and tongues. I could taste the sweetness of her chamomile tea on her breath, and it only fueled my desire. My hands found their way to her hips, pulling her closer, feeling the softness of her curves against my body. Lila moaned softly into my mouth, her hands tangling in my hair, encouraging me to deepen the kiss.

I obliged, my tongue dancing with hers, our mouths moving in perfect rhythm. My hands roamed over her body, tracing the contours of her waist, her hips, and the swell of her breasts. Lila's breath quickened, and she began to remove my shirt, her fingers deftly working lift the hem over my head. I helped her, shrugging out of the shirt and tossing it aside, eager to feel her skin against mine.

Her hands found my chest, her palms gliding over my smooth skin, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. I reached for the hem of her sweater, lifting it over her head, revealing a simple black bra that barely contained her ample breasts. I cupped them in my hands, feeling their weight, and she arched into my touch, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Jamal," she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. "I want you."

I didn't need any further encouragement. I unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, and feasted my eyes on her naked breasts. They were full and round, with dark nipples that were already taut with arousal. I lowered my head, taking one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak while my fingers teased the other. Lila's hands gripped my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as she arched her back, offering herself to me.

"Oh, God," she moaned, her head thrown back, her hair cascading down her back. "That feels so good."

I switched to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, while my hands explored her body, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, and the soft skin of her inner thighs. Lila's breath was coming in short, sharp gasps, and I knew she was as desperate for release as I was.
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